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Global Aardvarking 


Y getting your positive mental atti- 
tude together, along comes this newspa- 
per article that says “100 Million Sex Acts 
Daily Get 910,000 Women Pregnant.” 

I'm not kidding. The World Health 
Organization computed out the exact 
amount of aardvarking going on in bed- 
rooms around the world. Of course, it 
wouldn’t all be in bedrooms. Some of it 
would be in igloos, grass huts, trees, dun- 
geons, hospital waiting rooms, airplanes, 
and some of those tribes in Papua New 
Guinea just flop over buck nekkid in the 
grass. Now that I think ofit, Eddie Savisky 
used to flop over buck nekkid in the grass 
in fifth grade, but I don’t think he ever got 
anybody pregnant doing it. 

Anyhow, 100 million daily sex acts. 
| That’s eight zeros. This is depressing. 

- 4 i It’s especially depressing when you 

: _ realize there were 100 million women out 
there yesterday who would have sex, but 
would not have it with me. And they'll do 
the same goldurn thing today, and tomor- 
row, and the day after that. 

Who wanted to do this report any- 
way? Why don’t you just send me a letter 
that says, “You have now not had sex 174 
billion times when everybody else was. 
Here are a few of the ways they had sex, 
places they had sex, and things they talked 
about while they were having sex, while 
you were not having sex.” 

They have all these statistics about 
it—how many women got pregnant, how 
many used birth control—but they don’t 
have anything you can use for effective 

: — — ws: social change. For example, they didn’t 
The girls in Blood Games know what to do with a bat. find out how many women had sex yester- 
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day, but didn’t like it, 
and so today they'd like 
to have sex with some- 
body else. They didn’t 
find out how many ugly 
men had sex with beau- 
tiful women, or vicey 
versey, which, if we 
knew it, would allow us 
to figure out the odds in 
single bars. 

Also, when they say 
100 million sex acts, some 
of those people could 
have done it more than 
once. They got people 
over in Russia, up in the 
mountains, that make 
the sign of the fin-tailed 
wombat seventeen, eigh- 
teen times a day. So if 
you were including those 
people in your survey . . . no, on second thought, I 
don’t wanna know about that. 

Also, what are these people eating? If it’s the 
goldang World Health Organization, shouldn't they 
be finding out if these people are drinking a lot of 
Lactating Lime Juice or something? 

But the most amazing part of the whole thing to 
me is that figure of only 910,000 getting pregnant 
every day. Back in my home town, out in Krankaway 
County, Texas, every girl got pregnant at least 
twelve times by the time she was 30. It’s not like it’s 
hard or anything. Guys who couldn’t pass the em- 
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ployment test at Pizza Hut had fourteen kids. It’s not 
that people are using condoms, either. They got stats 
on that. So my question to the World Health Organi- 
zation would be, “Are you sure this was sex you 
witnessed? Maybe there were just a whole lot of 
people playing Twister last week.” 

Isure hope so. Some things you read, and it’s just 
kinda hard to go on. 

Speaking of weird twisted statistics, have you 
noticed how many rednecks are in the movies these 
days? Hundreds and thousands and millions of de- 
ranged swamp-dwelling nose-pickers, crawling up 
out of the piney-woods muck to pounce on whoever 
wanders by from the city. I’ve been reading a great 
book called Men, Women and Chainsaws, by a Berke- 
ley professor named Carol J. Clover, and she believes 
that rednecks have actually replaced Indians as the 
minority Hollywood loves to hate. The rednecks even 
behave like redskins, whooping, hollering, surround- 
ing the good guys from the East, threatening the nice 
women with rape. And some of em, like in the movie 
I’m gonna review today, even carry bow-and-arrow, 
so they can silently pick off the city slickers one by 
one. 

Blood Games is a movie people have been telling 
me about for a couple years now, but I only just now 
got around to finding it. And I’ve got to agree, it’s one 
of the best revenge flicks ever made. It’s actually a 
double-revenge flick, where the beer-swilling yokels 
are taking revenge on a team of suburban girls in hot 
pants, and where the girls are taking revenge on all 
the yahoo men who have slobbered on em all through 
the years. This movie is like a combination of I Spit 
on Your Grave, Southern Comfort, and Cheerleader 
Camp, beginning in the first scene where “Babe and 
the Ballgirls,” an all-female softball team, are beat- 
ing the local backwoods team, 17-2, in an exhibition 


that stands to pay the girls $1,000 if 
they win. Pretty soon male egos are 
wounded, jerkolas start elbowing the 
visiting beauties, and by nightfall 
there’s been a couple fistfights, a 
stabbing, a Peeping Tom in the girls 
shower, an attempted rape, and a 
shooting. The local rich guy loses a 
son. The team pitcher loses her dad. 
And there are shotguns available. 

I don’t wanna give it away, but 
...1t’s amazing. 

Sixteen dead bodies. Sixteen 
breasts. Excellent motor vehicle 
chase. Shower scene. Crossbow- 
through-the-back. Fistfight. Base- 
ball-bat-bashing. Arm-wrestling. 
Hanging. Lingerie-ransacking. Toi- 
let-dunking. Elbow-in-face. Softball- 
to-the-privates. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Luke Shay, 
a sort of demonic Richard Farns- 
worth, as the local rich guy who says “You disap- 
pointed me today, son” and “There’s no such thing as 
pain”; Shelley Abblett, as the determined blonde 
who says “I have been pushed around my whole life 
by men, and I’m sick of it”; Laura Albert, as the 
Jamie Lee Curtis-type screamer; and Tanya Rosen- 
berg, the director, for the most carefully-made re- 
venge flick of the last twenty years. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 






Lose a few. 


The original drive-in psycho spent a lifetime trying to outrun his image. . . 


Tony, We Hardly Knew Ye 


Y ou know a guy’s in trouble when he has to go 
around saying, “Well, they love me in Europe.” 
Writers do it. Actors do it. Artists do it. And espe- 
cially singers do it. Where would Johnny Mathis be 
without England? Where would Jerry Lewis be 
without France? Where would half the jazz musi- 
cians in America be without Denmark? 





Anthony Perkins, still doing his trademark quiver, in A Demon 
in My View, the European flick that turned out to be his last. 


So Europe has become sort of the minor-league 
farm system of entertainment. A few people, like 
Christopher Lambert and Rutger Hauer and Arnold 
Schwarzenegger and Isabella Rossellini, claw their 
way out of there and become stars in the states. But 
what usually happens is that it becomes a dumping 
ground for people who can’t get regular work over 
here. Like Jayne Mansfield, who was working there 
almost exclusively at the end of her life. Like Tony 
Franciosa in Italian horror films. Like Broderick 
Crawford, who worked for Fellini. 

And so it was kind of hard for me to watch 
Anthony Perkins’ last movie, which comes out on 
video this week. A Demon in My View is one of those 
low-budget German films that can’t make up its 
mind whether to be an out-and-out horror flick 
(which almost never works in Germany) or to stick 
the camera underneath everybody’s chin and hang 
it from helicopters and become an art film. It ends up 
being a big mess, with some embarrassing scenes of 
Anthony doing erotic things to a mannequin he 





keeps in the musty basement of his London flat. And 
Anthony’s co-star is a German actor named Uwe 
Bohm who’s so stiff and hard to understand, due to 
his heavy accent, that you think he should have been 
cast as the mannequin. 

And this is what we do to successful people. 
Anthony Perkins’ only crime in life was doing a great 
job in Psycho. It obviously didn’t 
matter that he also did great jobs 
in Fear Strikes Out and Desire 
Under the Elms, which were very 
different roles with very different 
characters—the fact that people 
wanted him to be that twisted, 
nervous, creepy, mother-loving 
lunatic kind of made him that 
person. He kept going back and 
doing it “one more time.” 

Ican hear the producers now. 
“Yes, Tony, we do need you to 
fondle a mannequin with a twisted 
grin on your face, but you also 
have some good strong dramatic 
scenes in this script.” 

And so he became a marquee 
commodity. “Arnold Schwarz- 
enegger” on the marquee means 
“Things will blow up.” “Sharon 
Stone” on the marquee means 
“People will have sex.” And “Tony 
Perkins” on the marquee meant 
“Weirdos will murder people.” And 
that’s how you end up making A Demon in My View 
in Hamburg. 

The press didn’t help, either. For thirty years, 
they wrote, “Anthony Perkins, who has always been 
haunted by his most famous role. . .” 

Well, if you weren’t “haunted” by it, youwould be 
after reading that for thirty years. 

Someday Hollywood will become fair and decent, 
right? 

A Demon in My View is about a guy who was 
abused by his stern guardian aunt (she still talks to 
him in pitiful voiceovers), and so twenty-eight years 
ago he got back at her by strangling two women in 
dark alleys. (By the way, women are very easy to 
strangle in this movie. You just press real hard with 
your thumbs, and their heads roll over and their eyes 
close.) Ever since then Tony has been living in the 
same low-rent apartment building, where he can be 
close to his mannequin in the basement. He dresses 
her up and brings her food, and his lower lip quivers 
a lot. 





When the eyebrow rises and the jaw drops, can 
death be far behind? 


Then a new tenant moves in—a younger guy, 
from Germany, with the same last name. 

Ooooo00000000. Symbolism. 

Tony isjealous, of course, but he doesn’t really go 
wacko until the new tenant sends some kids down 
into the basement to find old timber to burn in the big 
Guy Fawkes Day bonfire. And guess what they use 
to be Guy Fawkes? 

Now the lip quivers, the eyes bug out, and he 
starts talking in that distracted way, like there’s 
somebody in the ceiling who can just barely hear 
him. And we go, “Uh oh. Tony is trolling again.” 

I’d tell you more about this flick, except it’s got 
about 947 characters, and they all stay on screen for 
about two seconds each, and the German director 
keeps moving the camera so fast, and at such weird 
angles, that after a while I couldn’t figure out what 
was going on. I know that Tony lurks around the 
staircase a lot, spying on people. 

Doesn’t anybody have another Perkins movie in 
a vault somewhere, so it can be his last one? 

This is depressing. 

Five dead bodies. Mannequin fondling. Dummy 
bashing. Baby-stabbing. Effigy burning. Ax-whack- 
ing. Low-budget-European Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nomination for Big Tony, for saying “I have 
nothing to hide—my life’s an open book.” 

One star. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

November 28: Lobster Man From Mars: Very funny ripoff of 
The Producers, with Tony Curtis as a studio head who needs a 
movie to flop so he can get a tax write-off. Mostly it’s the movie- 
within-the-movie, the story of the King of Mars (an old Jewish guy 
with a lisp), who asks a brain in ajar what to do about the fact that 
Mars is running out of air—and gets his answer in the form of a 
“dreaded” Lobster Man, who goes to earth, lands his flying saucer 
in a cave, and starts eating motorists at random. The plot gets 
wilder and wilder, with Patrick Macnee as a professor studying 
Mars, Deborah Foreman as the damsel in distress, Tommy 
Sledge as the detective, and the immortal Billy Barty. Four 
stars. (Second feature: Terror at the Opera: Italian director Dario 
Argento’s horror masterpiece about a maniac obsessed with an 
operatic soprano played by Cristina Marsillach. Much of the 
story is told through the eyes of the killer, who likes to tie up the 
diva, bind her hands, and tape a row of straight pins under her 
eyes so that she’s forced to see him torture, murder and mutilate 
the people in her life. This is one of Argento’s most stylish films, 
full of horror based around the eyes and the animal world, 
especially ravens. Starring lan Charleson, Urbano Barberini, 
Daria Nicolodo, Coralina Cataldi Tassoni, Antonella Vitale. 
Four stars.) 

December 5: Scanners Night, featuring both sequels to 
Scanners, the famous David Cronenberg exploding-head film 
about a group of genetically-mutated children born with the 
power to read minds, to teleport people and objects through space, 
and to force others to do their bidding. First up is Scanners II: The 
New Order, the 1990 sequel in which mild-mannered veterinary 
student David Hewlett is recruited by corrupt police com- 
mander Yvan Ponton so that he can use his scanning ability to 


achieve political power. Also starring Deborah Raffin as 
Hewlett’s older sister, Isabelle Mejias as his non-scanning 
girlfriend, Tom Butler as the evil researcher, and Raoul Trujillo 
as a drug-addicted street person whose scanning powers are used 
to fight Hewlett. Two and a half stars. The second feature is 
Scanners III: The Takeover, starring Liliana Komorowska as 
a woman born into the second generation of Scanners who takes 
an experimental drug to relieve her migraines, ends up erasing 
her conscience, and starts wasting her closest relatives to achieve 
power. Fortunately, her brother, Steve Parrish, has spent two 
years in a Buddhist monastery and knows more about domina- 
tion than she does. Two stars. 

December 12: “Anthony Perkins Night.” Destroyer: Lyle 
Alzado is a mass-murdering maniac in a dirty undershirt who 
was fried in the electric chair, but it didn’t kill him—all it did was 
scramble his brains and explode some blood vessels on the side of 
his skull—and now he’s roaming around through the abandoned 
Colorado prison sewers. That’s bad news for Anthony Perkins, 
who comes to town as the director of Death House Dolls, bringing 
a whole bunch of bimbos with him to shoot the shower scene. Also 
starring Denver nightclub singer Lannie Garrett as “Miss 
Dairyland 1971,” Deborah Foreman in the lead role, and MTV 
deejay Jim Turner as a whacked-out special-effects guy on the 
crew. Four stars. (Second feature: Warlock: The movie that asks 
the question “Could a 17th-century Pilgrim in a fur suit and an El 
Lay waitress in a mini-skirt establish a bi-coastal relationship?” 
And the answer is, “Yes, but only if united by the fear of a flying 
warlock with long blond hair who looks like a rock singer and is 
trying to destroy the universe.” Seventeen thousand special 
effects in one of the most original movies of the nineties, starring 
Richard E. Grant as the good Pilgrim, Julian Sands as the bad 
pilgrim, Lori Singer as the girl in the middle, and Mary 
Woronov as the psychic channeller. Four stars.) 


1991 “12-part mini-series” (a grandiose way of saying “series 
that wasn’t renewed after 12 episodes”) about the lives, 


D ark Shadows: This is the movie-length debut episode of the 


loves and deaths of the mysterious Collins family of Collinsport, - 


Maine. With Ben Cross as sympathetic vampire Barnabas Collins, 
Jean Simmons as matriarch of the mansion, Barbara Steele, 
Roy Thinnes and Joanna Going. Received several Emmy nomi- 
nations and the Saturn Award for Best TV Series. (The remaining 
11 episodes will be released monthly starting in February, 1993.) 
MPI. $29.98. Oct. 7. 

Invasion of the Scream Queens: Interviews with low-budget 
horror stars Michelle Bauer, Martine Beswicke, Brinke 
Stevens, Elizabeth Kaitan, Janus Blyth, Melissa Moore, 
Mary Woronov, Monique Gabrielle and Debra Stern. Pro- 
duced by Donald Farmer. See More Video. Oct. 15. 

Deadly Currents: Critically-acclaimed Canadian documen- 
tary on the Israeli-Palestinian conflict, following a young Israeli 
lieutenant as he leads his unit on dangerous security patrols in the 
West Bank. Directed by Simcha Jacobovici. Cineplex Odeon. 
Theatrical. Oct. 16. 

Roots: The Gift: Video release of a 1988 made-for-TV movie 
based on the characters in Alex Haley’s record-breaking Roots 
mini-series from the seventies, being released to coincide with 
Spike Lee’s Malcolm X, which is based on Haley’s Autobiography of 
Malcolm X Warner. $59.99. Oct. 28. 

Secret Ingredient: Comedy about a wealthy American who 
sends his beautiful daughter, Catherine Hicks, to Yugoslavia to 
reestablish a monastery where the legendary cognac of the monks 
of St. Celare was once brewed, but the plan to find the secret 
formula is interrupted by a handsome monk, a band of gypsy 
terrorists, a group of friars, and the inept state police. Also starring 
Rick Rossovich, Sam Wanamaker. Hemdale. $89.95. Oct. 28. 

The Sisters: First video release of a romantic comedy starring 
Bette Davis as a hopelessly-in-love girl who elopes with dashing 
newspaper reporter Errol Flynn, who deserts her in San Fran- 
cisco in the midst of an earthquake. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

Sunset Heat: Erotic thriller starring Michael Pare as a 
photojournalist and former drug dealer who returns to one of his old 
haunts and is sucked back into his former life. Also starring 
Daphne Ashbrook as his estranged lover, Adam Ant as a music 
video producer, Dennis Hopper as a drug lord, Little Richard, 
Charlie Schlatter, Tracy Tweed. New Line. $89.95. Oct. 28. 

That Certain Woman: First video release of the gangster 
drama starring Bette Davis as a widow who tries to put her past 
behind her and falls in love with Henry Fonda, only to have their 
marriage annulled after her past becomes revealed—but too late to 
avoid their son being born. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

To Protect and Serve: Cop thriller about a team of corrupt, 
brutal Los Angeles police officers who are being murdered one by 
one, with C. Thomas Howell as the cop assigned to the case. Live. 
$49.98. Oct. 28. 

Winter Meeting: First video release of the romantic melo- 
drama based on Ethel Vance’s novel, starring Bette Davis as a 
woman involved in a whirlwind romance with Jim Davis, only to 
discover his desire to become a priest. MGM/UA. $19.98. Oct. 28. 

Beauty and the Beast: Video release of the hit musical fairy 
tale, first animated film ever nominated for the Best Picture Oscar, 
about an enchantress that turns a prince into a hideous beast and 
his struggle to win the love of the book-loving heroine, Belle. The 
film earned $145 million at the box office, in large part due to the 
music of Alan Menken and the late Howard Ashman. (The 
soundtrack went platinum in six weeks.) Walt Disney. $24.99 
(standard video). $44.99 (children’s video and activity kit). $99.99 
(deluxe collector’s edition, which includes an illustrated book, a CD, 
a lithograph, and a short called The Making of Beauty and the 
Beast). Oct. 30. 

A Classic Christmas From the Ed Sullivan Show: Video 
album, culled from archives of The Ed Sullivan Show, featuring 
more than a dozen holiday performances, including Bing Crosby, 


- Johnny Mathis, Diana Ross and the Supremes, Connie Francis, 
Alvin and the Chipmunks, George Carlin and he Muppet Rein- 
deer. Buena Vista. $14.99. Oct. 30. 


_ Close To Eden: Acclaimed winner of the Golden lin at the 
1991 Venice Film Festival, Russian director Nikita Mikhalkov’s 
story of a young married couple in Inner Mongolia, very much in 
love but their traditional existence disrupted by modern civiliza- 
tion, Chinese laws, and a stranded Russian truck driver. Miramax. 
Theatrical. Oct. 30. 

Beyond the Call of Duty: Action war drama starring Jan- 
Michael Vincent as the “Warlord of the Mekong,” a legendary 
U.S. Army Commander, who leads a maverick band of warriors into 
battle against the Vietcong, and along the way falls in love with 
American journalist Jillian McWhirter. Also starring Eb 
Lottimer, Vic Trevino. Produced and directed by Cirio H. 
Santiago. New Horizons. Nov. 

Home Alone 2: Lost in New York: Macaulay Culkin lives to 
mug again. Twentieth Century Fox. Theatrical. Nov. 

House of Cards: Drama starring Kathleen Turner as a 
widow trying to understand her daughter’s withdrawal into a silent 
world, with Tommy Lee Jones as the psychiatrist trying to wrest 
control from the mother. Also starring Park Overall and Esther 
Rolle. Twentieth Century Fox. Theatrical. Nov. 

Bikini Summer 2: Jessica Hahn makes her feature-film 
debut with Playboy cover girl Avalon Anders in a comedy about 
a crazy housewife in Malibu with a house full.of beach bunnies. 
Directed by Jeff Conaway. PM. $89.95. Nov.4. 

The Crossing: Coming-of-age drama starring Danielle Spen- 
cer as a young woman in a small town who falls in love with an 
ambitious artist who ultimately leaves her behind; she turns to her 
beloved’s best friend for comfort, but when the artist unexpectedly 
returns, there is passion, rivalry, and lives changed forever. Also 
starring Russell Crowe, Robert Mammone. Republic. $89.98 
(video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 4. 

Decoration Day: Critically-acclaimed drama starring James 
Garner as a retired widowed judge who is reluctantly drawn into 
the mystery surrounding his boyhood friend, Bill Cobbs, who 
refuses to accept a Medal of Honor for bravery in World War II— 
and the government wants to know why. Republic. $89.98 (video). 
$29.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 4. 

Deep Cover: Police action thriller starring Larry Fishburne 
as an undercover cop trying to infiltrate a Latin American drug 
cartel and avenge the death of hisjunkie father, and Jeff Goldblum 
as an attorney who dreams of marketing synthetic cocaine. New 
Line. $99.99. Nov. 4. 

Exiled in America: Action thriller starring Edward Albert as 
a Central American freedom fighter chased into the U.S. by adeath 
squad led by a corrupt CIA agent bent on torture, mutilation and 
murder. With Kamala Lopez as Albert’s wife, Stella Stevens as 
the good-hearted owner of the local diner, Maxwell Caulfield as 
Stevens’ son, and Wings Hauser as a small-town sheriff seeking 
political gain. Prism. $79.95. Nov. 4. 

Far and Away: Video release of the romantic adventure 
starring Tom Cruise as an Irish tenant farmer sent to America 
with his landlord’s daughter, Nicole Kidman, in a quest for land, 
who ends up taking part in the Oklahoma land rush. Directed by 
Ron Howard, the film grossed $56 million. MCA/Universal. $99.99 
(video). $39.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 4. 

The Golden Age of Looney Tunes: First video release of ten 
volumes of classic animated comedies, with seven cartoons in each 
volume, as follows: “1930s Musicals,” “Firsts” (episodes introducing 
characters), “Tex Avery,” “Bob Clampett,” “Chuck Jones,” 
“Fritz Freleng,” “Bugs Bunny By Each Director,” “1940s Zanies,” 
“Hooray For Hollywood,” and “The Art of Bugs.” MGM/UA. $12.95 
per volume. $79.92 as collectable set. Nov. 4. 

_ Kill Cruise: Suspense thriller starring Jurgen Prochnow as 
an alcoholic yacht captain, and Patsy Kensit and Elizabeth 
Hurley as two passionate young British women trying to get to 
Barbados for the good life—until a storm at sea turns them against 


CAN'T WAIT FOR ... 


each other. MCA/Universal. $99.99 (video). $34.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 
4. 

The Nixon Interviews with David Frost: Originally broadcast 
in 1977, these were the first interviews given by the disgraced 
president after leaving office, and resulted in one of the most- 
watched series of programs in TV history. Five volumes, covering 
the topics of “Watergate,” “The World,” “The War at Home and 
Abroad,” “The Final Days,” and “The Missing 18 1/2 Minutes.” MCA/ 
Universal. $19.98 per volume. Nov. 4. 

Out ona Limb: First video release of the notorious mini-series 
starring Shirley MacLaine in her own story of how she learned to 
commune with spirits on a mountain in Peru. Available in two 
versions: condensed (160 minutes) and “collector’s edition” (234 
minutes). The longer one also includes two of Shirley MacLaine’s 


books, Out on a Limb and It’s All in the Playing. Prism. $89.95 


(condensed). $99.95 (collector’s). Nov. 4. 

Play Nice: Erotic psychological thriller about 
a detective tracking a psychopath, then carrying 
out a bloody vendetta to bring her down. Star- 
ring Ed O’Ross, Robey. Directed by Terri 
Treas. Vidmark. $89.95. Nov. 4. 

Strays: Horror thriller starring Kathleen 
Quinlan and Timothy Busfield as a couple 
who buy aremote country home, unaware they’re 
surrounded by a rampant feral cat population, 
and end up being terrorized by swarms of cats. 
Co-starring Claudia Christian. MCA/Univer- 
sal. $79.98. Nov. 4. 

Sniper: Action drama, set in the jungles of 
Central America, starring Tom Berenger and 
Billy Zane as two American agents on a mission 
in the Panamanian jungle, where their mutual 
distrust makes them as dangerous to each other 
as to the enemy that awaits them. TriStar. 
Theatrical. Nov. 6. 

Blood on the Badge: Terrorist drama star- 
ring Joe Estevez as a detective trying to find 
out who’s stealing arms from a high security 
arsenal, disguising their crimes as Libyan sub- 
terfuge while they carry out the twisted schemes 
of a Texas tycoon. AIP. $89.95. Nov. 11. 

Death House: Action thriller starring Den- 
nis Cole as a Death Row inmate, framed for a 
murder he didn’t commit, who uncovers a plot by 
the military to use condemned criminals for 
scientific experimentation in biological warfare, leading to grue- 
some side effects. Also starring Anthony Franciosa, John Saxon. 
Directed by Saxon. AIP. $89.95. Nov. 11. 

Encino Man: Video release of the comedy about two high 
school buddies, Pauly Shore and Sean Astin, who dig up a frozen 
caveman in their backyard—once he thaws out, he becomes “the 
most popular cavedude on campus.” Also starring Brendan Fraser. 
Grossed $39 million at the box office. Hollywood Pictures. $94.95. 
Nov. 11. 

Maximum Force: Action crime drama about three renegade 
cops—Sam Jones, Sherrie Rose and Jason Lively—who infil- 
trate the crime underworld and destroy it from within. Starring 
John Saxon, Sonny Landham, Jeff Langton, Richard Lynch, 
Mickey Rooney. PM. $89.95. Nov. 11. 

Roadside Prophets: Comedy adventure starring John Doe 
and Adam Horovitz as two guys who journey to Jackpot, Nevada, 
to bury a Harley gas tank containing the ashes of a recently- 
deceased friend, carrying out his last wish, only to meet an assort- 
ment of bandits, strippers, hippies and rednecks played by Timo- 
thy Leary, Arlo Guthrie, David Carradine and John Cusack. 
New Line. $99.99. Nov. 11. 

Star Trek: The Next Generation: Four new episodes from the 
syndicated award-winning series: “Coming of Age,” “Heart of 
Glory,” “The Arsenal of Freedom” and “Skin of Evil.” Paramount. 
$14.95. Nov. 11. 

Ah, Wilderness!: First video release of the Eugene O’Neill 
classic about the growing pains of a young generation in New 
England, starring Wallace Beery, Lionel Barrymore and Mickey 
Rooney. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 






Unfortunately, they still can’t kill him. 


All I Want For Christmas: Video release of last year’s holiday 
comedy starring Thora Birch as a girl who wants to bring her 
divorced parents together, so asks Santa Claus (Leslie Nielsen) 
for help. Also starring Lauren Bacall as the sympathetic grand- 
mother, Harley Jane Kozak, Jamey Sheridan, Kevin Nealon. 
Grossed $14 million at the box office. Paramount. $99.99. Nov. 18. 

Because You’re Mine: First video release of the operatic 
musical starring Mario Lanza as a singer drafted into the Army 
who falls in love with sergeant James Whitmore’s sister. MGM/ 
UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Broadway Serenade: First video release of the musical star- 
ring Jeanette MacDonald and Lew Ayres as a showbiz couple, 
working small clubs in New York, hoping for a shot at stardom— 
until it happens, and they’re pulled apart by jealousy. MGM/UVA. 
$19.98. Nov. 18. 


Caged Fear: Women-in-prison flick starring Kristen Cloke 
as an innocent woman trapped behind bars and David Keith as the 
hell-raising outlaw responsible for her imprisonment who risks 
everything to break her out. Also starring Ray Sharkey, Karen 
Black. New Line. $89.95. Nov. 18. 

The Cat and the Fiddle: First video release of the musical 
comedy by Jerome Kern and Otto Harbaugh, starring Jeanette 
MacDonald as an American music student in Europe whose 
success threatens her relationship with a handsome composer. 
Also starring Ramon Navarro, Frank Morgan, Jean Hersholt, 
Charles Butterworth. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

The Chinatown Murders: Man Against the Mob: Action thriller 
starring George Peppard about an honest cop on a corrupt police 
force, involved with a red-satin madame, Ursula Andress, and 
waterfront gangs. Also starring Charles Haid, Richard Bradford. 
Vidmark. $89.95. Nov. 18. 

Darkest Africa: The cliffhanger serial from the fifties that 
started it all, as legendary animal trailer Clyde Beatty vies with 
man and beast. All 15 episodes included. Republic. $29.98 (video). 
$49.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 18. 

A Father’s Revenge: Action thriller starring Brian Dennehy 
and Joanna Cassidy as a couple who fly to Europe and hire a 
mercenary to rescue their stewardess daughter from international 
terrorists who have kidnapped a flight crew. Also starring Ron 
Silver. Vidmark. $89.95. Nov. 18. 

The Firefly: First video release of the operetta starring 
Jeanette MacDonald as a Spanish singer-turned-spy during the 
Napoleonic Wars, and Allan Jones as the counterspy and suitor 
who’s following her around. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 


opless queen and 

former Penthouse 
Pet-of-the-Month Cat- 
alina L’Amour, 
shown here wearing an 
amazing amount of 
clothing, was kind 
enough to thank us for 
a recent mention and 
provide the following 
update on her activi- 
ties: “Since your men- 
tion of me, my life has 
taken on a worldwind 
of drama. I’ve stripped 


Love those modest gals. 


in the local sheriff and police stations and then been 
arrested for lewd and lascivious behavior in my 
fiance’s home (wherein I didn’t remove one piece of 
clothing) by our local sheriff. Apparently, the bach- 
elor party we threw was construed as a signal that 
we were opening a strip nightclub on the premises, 
so off to court we go. Later I had a song ‘Catalina’ 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-cul€ture, 
€he out-of[-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fFRinge of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits Owell. 





written about me, and 
now an upcoming ar- 
ticle about me will be 
appearing in a nation- 
al newspaper this fall. 
... Keep up the great 
journalism, slipping 
reality into the dulled 
minds of Americana 
through your latter- 
day Mark Twainesque 
wit and wisdom.” Af- 
ter a letter like that, 
how could we fail to 
promote this woman? 
Besides Penthouse, Catalina has ap- 
peared in Cheri, Club, Club Interna- 
tional, Gallery, High Society, Hustler, 
Hawk and—our favorite—Swank. And 
she’s a regular headliner at the follow- 
ing “gentlemen’s clubs”: Caligula, Dal- 
las; Cordial Lounge, Rochester; Club 
Diamond Dust, Buffalo; Bottoms Up, 
Corpus Christi; Edison Hotel, Pitts- 
burgh; Al’s Diamond Cabaret, Read- 
ing, Pennsylvania; T.D.’s, Tucson; and 
Brad’s Brass Flamingo, Indianapolis. 
We haven’t seen her act, but she de- 
scribed it to us. Ahem. 
e 

There’s been a lot ofrap-music back- 
lash lately, with some radio stations 
basing entire advertising campaigns 
around the slogan “No Rap. Ever.” 
(Nobody ever notices that these sta- 
tions never played rap to begin with, 
and never would. This is about as hon- 
est a campaign as the country/western 
stations who refused to play k.d. lang. 
They weren’t playing her records be- 
fore they banned her.) Anyhow, like 
most prejudices, this one is based on 
lumping everything together, so that 
the good music is thrown out with the 
bad. We believe that Ice T, for ex- 
ample, is one of the most innovative 
performers working today—and evi- 
dently others do, too, because he has 
four gold albums, and his next-to-last 
release, O.G., is closing in on plati- 
num. And, despite the worst publicity 
in the history of music, his Body Count 
album also looks to go platinum. Ice T is the most 
successful member of a group of rap artists called 
“The Syndicate.” Joe Bobis the only white member— 
admitted because of his work on anti-censorship 
issues. Other members are Ice Cube (whose latest 
album, Death Certificate, is platinum), Body Count 
(their Cop Killer album was just released), Getto 


Boys, Donald D, Hi- 
jack and Lord Fi- 
nesse. (Ice T and Ice 
Cube, by the way, both 
star in a movie called 
The Looters, to be re- 
leased about now.) The 
Syndicate, among other 
things, puts out some of 
the coolest T-shirts, 
jackets, hats, sunglas- 
ses and medallions 
available this side of 
Brooklyn. And you can 
get a catalog of all their 
stuff by writing to: 
Rhyme Syndicate Pro- 
ductions, 1283 South La 
Brea Ave., P.O. Box 
211, Los Angeles, CA 
90019. 


€ 
Aliens is a comic 
book series, based on 
the characters from the 
20th Century-Fox 
films, that’s a little too 


busy with subplots and @ - 
complicated panels, but Ice-T played a cop in New Jack City. Why are we 
true to the spirit of the the only ones to notice irony? 


original. Writer Mark Verheiden and artist Denis 
Beauvais collaborate on this fifty-page serial thatis 
sometimes marred by off-register color printing. We 
give it two stars. It sells for $12.95 per issue, payable 
to: Dark Horse Comics Inc., 2008 S.E. Monroe, 
Milwaukie, OR 97222. 
€ 
A very gruesome and very funny mini-comic 
called Piercing O.D. (about an epidemic of deaths by 
an overdose of body-piercing) is available for 15 cents 
plus a stamp from the artist, Carrie, at: P.O. Box 
481051, Los Angeles, CA 90048. 
SS. | 
Hollywood Pictures has already spent $1 million 
on Practical Demonkeeping, the horror novel by our 
friend Chris Moore of Cambria, California, but 
they still don’t have a script. Wesley Strick, of 
Arachnophobia and Cape Fear fame, was paid 
$500,000 for the first two drafts. Now a second 
rewrite is being done by Todd Durham, whose 
unmade screenplay Mr. Smith Goes to Hell has made 
him semi-famous in Hollywood. If the execs get a 
script they like, they hope to attract aname director, 
like Tim Burton or Robert Zemeckis, and then 
get the Disney “imagineers” busy building the de- 
mon creatures this year for a summer 1993 release. 
e 
A battle of horror-journalism titans is shaping 
up. In this corner we have Chas Balun, author of 
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the Deep Red Film 
Guide, expert on splat- 
ter films, writer for 
Gorezone and Fan- 
goria. In the other cor- 
ner we have Christian 
Gore, editor of Film 
Threat magazine. At 
issue is the notorious 
movie Nekromantik, 
Jorg Buttgereit’s 
German gross-out sen- 
sation. Gore’s Film 
Threat Video bought 
the American video 
rights to Nekromantik 
from the film’s German 
producer, Manfred 
Jelinski, only to find 
out that Balun was sell- 
ing the film himself 
through his Deep Red 
Connoisseur Film Col- 
lection catalog. Gore, 
backed up by his 
colleage David E. Wil- 
liams, editor-in-chief of 
the Film Threat Video 
Guide, accused Balun 
of bootlegging. At first 
Balun apologized to Jelinski, but then he grew 
increasingly angry at allegations that he was a thief 
or a video pirate. He was just doing what all hard- 
core horror fans do, he said—duplicating copies of 
hard-to-find tapes (for a fee). Rick Sullivan, editor 
of the Gore Gazette, backed up Balun, and said the 
fans have aright to copy anything they find. (We beg 
to differ. These low-budget filmmakers have a hard 
enough time surviving without being cheated out of 
the few video royalties that do trickle back into their 
bank accounts.) Anyhow, the clash has now esca- 
lated into a lawsuit, and everyone is getting very 
very emotional about it. 
€ 

Slot-car racing is one of those great relics of 
sixties Americana that still hang on in a few isolated 
places, mostly in California, and the American Jour- 
nal of Slot Car Sciences is the only publication we 
know ofthat still keeps up withit. Johnny Bartlett, 
who also performs with the retro-sixties band The 
Phantom Surfers, puts out this sixteen-pager that’s 
mostly reprints of old slot-car ads, reviews of famous 
but rare cars like the Dukes of Hazzard electric cars 
that came out in 1981, and hokey articles and photos 
from the sixties, showing clean-cut preppie guys 
hunched over their controllers. It’s all done in a 
spirit of good-natured fun, and he'll send you a 
sample for $1.32: Johnny Bartlett, 1107-A Guerrero 
St., San Francisco, CA 94110. 


Joe Bob has a message for the cartoon-hating censors of children’s TV... . 


Go To Your Room 


ave you heard about the Children’s Television 

Act, which I call the “Eat This Or You Can’t Go 
Out and Play” Act? It’s this new law that forces TV 
stations to present “educational” programming for 
children or else they lose their licenses. 

But, of course, when you say “educational,” 
everyone’s eyes glaze over—especially kids’ eyes— 
and, besides, nobody knows what “educational” is 
anyhow. 

So what’s happened is that the consumer groups 
are furious because the TV stations are simply filing 
reports with the government that list all their shows 
as “educational”—shows like The Jetsons, G.I. Joe, 
Leave It To Beaver, Super Mario Brothers, Superboy, 
and the immortal Yo, Yogi! 

The Center for Media Education in Takoma 
Park, Maryland, claims that all the decent educa- 
tional shows—like news programs for kids, and 
series about “social problems”—are shown before 7 
a.m., and that all the rest is junk. 

Please. It’s evidently the adults who need the 
educational programming. 

Anybody who thinks a half-hour cartoon show is 


a formless piece of mind junk has obviously never 
written one, studied one, or considered how one 
stays on the air. Shows like The Jetsons have what 
they call in college a classical three-act structure. 
Many of them are just as complicated as a three-hour 
feature film, but they have to do everything in 
twenty-two minutes, thirty seconds. 

If you’ve ever been around kids, you've got to 
know that, if anything can hold their attention for 
twenty-two minutes, thirty seconds, it’s got to be 
very compelling. It has drama, suspense, comedy, a 
back story, a value system, a self-contained world 
that the kid believes in. It has, in other words, all the 
same elements that these educators would be prais- 
ing if they were dragging the kid down to the Mega- 
corporate Arts Complex to see the latest “children’s 
theater” production. 

What these people are really saying is that the 
only kind of show that’s “educational” is the show 
that can only be understood on one level. In a 
“children’s news show,” whatever the announcer 
says is exactly what the announcer means. There’s 
no plot, no suspense, no drama, no comedy (at least 





10 





SSSISASASSV) 


LSS NAO ON RON ONS 


Name 
Address 
City 
Visa/MC 
Signature 





no comedy that’s funny), no back story, no world to 
look at. There’s very little visual information on the 
screen. A show like G.I. Joe has vast amounts of 
information on the screen. 

And so what happens with a show like this? 

The kid gets bored. 

Kids love complex TV. They love shows that have 
alot going on. What they don’t love is shows made for 
kids by adults who would be bored by the show 
themselves but somehow, through some idiotic rea- 
soning, believe that a child will be entertained by it, 
because the child is not as perceptive as the adult. 

Kids are smarter than that. Kids know what 
makes them feel something and what leaves them 
cold. It’s these adults in Maryland who don’t know 
what they’re talking about. 

You people go to your room. 


fmor - by — tanja — Undstrom — 


My Wife in Bangkok (Rory O’Merry): In 
spite of the cover’s promise of a serious commen- 
tary on the effect of AIDS on the booming prosti- 
tution business in Bangkok, this noble effort 
deteriorates into a how-to manual on the art of 
negotiating for sex in Thailand and the best 
places to get it. It does provide a significant 
glimpse into the lives of Thai women. (Just don't 
judge this one by its cover.) Two stars. ($9.95, Asia 
Press, P.O. Box 5446, Berkeley, CA 94705.) 
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Read About Joe Bob’s Spear 


Joe Bob Briggs, the real founder of the Men’s Movement, now 
publishes his long-awaited volume on relationships among the 
“assorted sexes,” Iron Joe Bob. He goes through all the five phases 
of the path to manhood: Sweating, Yelling, Crying, Drum-Beating, 
and Ripping Your Shirt Off Even If It's Expensive. 


For a measly $19, you can order your very own autographed 
copy of Iron Joe Bob. Just fill out the order form below and send <s 
check, MO or Visa/MC to P.O. Box 2002, Dallas TX 75221. Please M2 
add $2.40 shipping and handling. TX residents add $1.57 sales tax. 














“Bobby ‘Tom-Tom’ Bly says you need to go out into the woods for three days to find 
your wild man.’ In Texas we get the same result in three hours. It’s called ‘beer.” 
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Victory Over Communism! 


The Midway Drive-In in Minetto, New York, 
located halfway between Oswego and Fulton on 
state route 48, is going strong after forty-four 
years, thanks to owners John and Judy 
Nagelschmidt, who started working at the drive- 
in in 1961, when they were both teenagers, and 
then bought it in 1987. Mike DeAngelo of Syra- 
cuse reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, the 
drive-in will never die. 


Yj, Bree Junk YW 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Posters 

Housesitter starring Steve Martin and Goldie Hawn (3); Far 
and Away starring Tom Cruise and Nicole Kidman; American Me 
starring Edward James Olmos (2); Leaving Normal with Meg Tilly 
and Christine Lahti; Sorority House Massacre 2: Nighty Night- 
mare with Robyn Harris and Melissa Moore; Fried Green Tomatoes 
with Jessica Tandy, Kathy Bates, Mary Stuart Masterson and 
Mary-Louise Parker (2); Martial Law 2: Undercover starring Jeff 
Wincott and Cynthia Rothrock; Roger Corman’s Crisis in the 
Kremlin; Tiger Claws starring Cynthia Rothrock; Stop! Or My 
Mom Will Shoot starring Sylvester Stallone (2); Twin Sisters 
starring Stefanie Kramer (2); J Was a Teenage Mummy starring 
Chris Tsakis; The Orbitrons a Ghost Limb Film; Kuffs starring 
Christian Slater (3); Cape Fear (3), starring Robert DeNiro; McBain 
starring Christopher Walken; Wes Craven’s The People Under the 
Stairs (2); Basket Case 3 written and directed by Frank Henenlotter; 
Into the Sun, starring Anthony Michael Hall. 
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Alive, non-white, non-European non-males issue the challenge . . . 


Dare To Be Stupid 


or about ten years now, various collegiate dim- 

wits with nothing better to do have been argu- 
ing about something called the DWEM (“Dead White 
European Male”). They say that, when you go to 
college, you shouldn’t be forced to read DWEM’s like 
Plato, Homer, Shakespeare, Chaucer and Dickens. 
(I guess they’re still in favor of forcing poor innocent 





students to read Middlemarch, by George Eliot, a 
woman who disguised herself as a WEM, and there- 
fore should be called a Pseudo-DWEM. It’s too bad 
the old gal couldn’t write her way out of a paper bag.) 

Anyhow, like I say, they've been spending thou- 
sands of hours arguing about this. If you’re hip and 
trendy, you want the college to throw out Aristotle, 
and stick in The Autobiography of Malcolm X, or 
novels by Pakistani transvestite mystics, or Kahlil 
Gibran, or something—just no more DWEM’s. 

(By the way, before I get into this, I think it’s 
interesting that European universities are totally 
uninterested in this debate. They go on assigning the 
same stuff they ve always assigned. You would think 
that, if the issue is that earth-shattering, colleges all 
over the world would be doing the same thing. ) 

So to get to the point here: I have a friend that 
recently started college, and I knew that she would 
get tossed into the middle of this stuff, and, since she 
occasionally listens to what I tell her, I wrote her this 


letter: 

“Dear Cheryl, 

“When you get to the campus, sign up for every 
course they have that you know absolutely nothing 
about. This will not be a popular choice. Everybody 
will be into Asian Studies and American Studies and 
Women’s Studies and every other kind of studies, 
mainly because they’re 
Asian, or theyre American, 
or they're female. Ignore 
these people. They’re not stu- 
dents. Theyre fakes. If it 
doesn’t apply directly to their 
own life, theyre not curious 
about it. These are small 
people, with no imagination. 
Be large. Go study the stuff 
youre not. 

“Everything you do for 
the next four years should be 
new. Listen to new music. 
Listen to weird music. Listen 
to music played on a zither in 
Nigeria. Go to plays put on 
by deaf people. Hang out at 
Buddhist restaurants. Learn 
to play lacrosse. Study the 
language of a place you've 
never visited. Go to art gal- 
leries where you don’t even 
know how to look at the stuff, 
and ask questions until you 
do. 

“Most important, read. Read everything. Read 
little books and big books, weighty books and slender 
little nothing books. Read all the stuff you’re ordered 
to read, and then read all the stuff you would have 
been ordered to read, if they hadn’t changed the 
reading list to get rid of all the Dead White European 
Males. Read 3,000-year-old poetry. Read brand-new 
novels. Hang out in the library until you know every 
single nook and cranny of the place. 

“And then, after you’ve read a thousand books 
about a thousand things you’ve never dreamed of, 
make a list of a thousand more things that the 
planners of your school curriculum never imagined. 

“You’re the student. It’s your time, not theirs. 
Have the courage they don’t have. Have the courage 
to learn something from a Dead White European 
Male and not feel guilty about it. 

“And don’t be afraid to tell em where to stuff their 
curriculum.” 

And that pretty much sums it up. 
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Joe Bob: 

I finally found the letter objecting to the term 
“redneck.” These guys are for real. 

[Dear Mr. Hu: 

At our study group meeting last night, we voted 
unanimously to speak out against your use of the 
slur term “redneck” in your February 7 article about 
Joe Bob Briggs. 

The term “redneck,” like “white trash,” “hill- 
billy,” “peckerwood,” “whitebread,” “anglo,” “gringo,” 
“WASP,” “wop,” “dago,” “paddy,” “Mick,” “lily-white,” 
and “cracker,” is simply unacceptable in the print 
media in 1992. 

We ethnically-aware European Americans do 
not particularly care if you agree to calling us Euro- 
pean Americans, but we particularly insist that you 
not slap us with race-biased slurs. 

We would not dream of slapping an Asian Ameri- 
can with an equivalent term to the ones listed in 
paragraph two above. 

We realize that European Americans, in the 
past, have not called journalists and writers on their 
use of hurtful slur words directed against us, and the 
supposition may have grown up that we cannot be 
insulted. 

However, the only reason we have not spoken 
out is a mistaken perception that it would somehow 
be racist on our part to speak out against a slur by a 
non-European American. Our good manners and 
fear of being called racist have kept us silent. 

But no more. We will not tolerate this kind of 
verbal or written attack silently anymore. 

Sincerely, 
Dale Warner 
Secretary, 
European American Study Group] 
Arthur Hu 
San Jose, Calif. 
Dear Arthur: 

Wasn't it easier when we just used plain ole 
insults all the time? 

By the way, you can call me “redneck.” All it 
means is a guy who works out in the sun so long that 
... Well, you know. 


Joe Bob— 

A question. In Lair of the White Worm Catherine 
Oxenberg is being sacrificed over a pit in her bra and 
_ panties! Can you imagine that? I mean, everyone 
knows virginal (and not so virginal) sacrifices are 
always done with the women nekkid or, at least, 
draped with a white (preferably transparent) gown. 
But bra and panties!? 

Now Ken Russell has been fucking with a lot of 


Joe Balaiivice 





Catherine Oxenberg wouldn’t be caught dead 
without her Victoria’s Secret wardrobe. 


legends and facts like in The Devils—but when he 
messes with virginal sacrifice methods he’s going too 
far. 

Best, 

Paul Hugli 

Bellflower, Calif. 
Dear Paul: 

Actually, the preference of most horror directors 
is a sheer see-through gown which slides up onto the 
virgin’s thighs when her arms are lashed to the 
sacrificial altar. When she starts screaming it bounces 
around a lot. When she kicks her legs, it bounces 
around even more. 

Anything else would be in bad taste. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Never having been to Texas, I suppose I’m in no 
position to criticize, but that doesn’t mean you can’t 
do it for me. 

Came across something the other day (in a Thai 
restaurant, of all places) that seemed like something 
you could have a bit of fun with, if you haven’t 
already. 

Brewed in San Antonio by the San Antonio 
Beverage Co. and distributed by J.B. Associates & 
Design Co., it’s Texas Light, a non-alcoholic “Boisson 
de Malt” (it’s on the bottle that way), sporting only 
sixty-eight calories. Ingredients (also taken straight 
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from their packaging): Eau, Malt, Produit et Houblon. 
Is there a constituency for non-alcoholic light 
beer with a French twist in Texas or is this one of the 
most mind-boggling marketing ploys ever? Anybody 
drink this stuff? 
Somebody’s giving Texas a bad name. Thought 
you might be interested. 
Sincerely, 
Steve Hirsch 
San Francisco 
Dear Steve: 
You notice it says “Made in Texas,” not “Sold in 
Texas.” We also make neutron bombs. 


Joe Bob: 

Your column is childish, ridiculous and usually 
has no basis in reality. You write like an eighth 
erader about stuff that only people with fifth grade 
mentalities would be interested in. Please send me 
your newsletter as soon as possible. 

Steve Hufford 

U.S. Navy 

Naples, Italy 
Dear Steve: 

But I’m learning to keep my writing between the 
lines. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
As an avid collector of We Are the Weird (I never 
got around to throwing out the back issues yet) I 
have noticed that starting on April 1, 1991 the 
postage block reads “Second Class Status Pending.” 
Now, ifall the earlier issues were Bulk Rate, or Third 
Class in postal parlance, then your intentions must 
be to improve your status to Second Class by the use 
of a more upscale postal imprint. What’s the deal 
here, Joe Bob? Are you selling out on us? Can First 
Class be far away? I hope this doesn’t mean you're 
going to start tooling around in stretch limos and 
Foster Grants and start reviewing flicks like Bonfire 
of the Vanities and Interiors. 
You'll always be Third Class in my book. 
Sincerely, 
L.C. Don Hurter 
Cambridge, Mass. 
Dear Don: 
The post office still treats my newsletter like it’s 
Third Class, but at least I don’t pay as much for the 
privilege of not being delivered. 













Victory Over Communism! 
The Cassidy Drive-In in Nanaimo, Vancouver 
Island, British Columbia, is still thriving with the 
help of Sunday swap meets, and owners Fred and 
Shirley Izon intend to hang on into the next 
century. Mark Leiren-Young of Vancouver re- 
minds us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive-in - 
will n never die. 
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This Week's Contest 


R. Zider of San Francisco: “Some time ago (a 
very long time ago, evidently), Isaw a movie about a 
black guy who takes over an advertising agency, 
makes a pile and then blows it up. For some reason, 
I thought it starred Melvin Van Peebles. Anyway, 
about a year ago I happened to be in the local Captain 
Video and here was this movie I had seen! So I rented 
it. It was the movie I was thinking about, but 
nowhere was Melvin Van Peebles listed in the cred- 
its. Now I’ve forgotten the name of the movie. When 
I called Captain Video today, no one could help me. 
Do you know what I’m talking about?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the August 10 issue, Doug Brod of Clemson, 
South Carolina wrote: “I just finished watching 
Hellraiser and Hellbound and I have a question for 
you: was Ashley Laurence in any other movies? ... 
Also, can you give me a list of all movies that are 
based on H.P. Lovecraft stories?” 

Seven people attempted to answer this toughie, 
but none of the seven answered it completely, so we 
drew the winner out of a hat. And that winner is 
Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio. Our runners-up are 
Robert Cappelletto of Chicago; Dan Cziraky of 
Newark, New Jersey; Shannon MacGregor of 
Zion, Illinois; Tim Murphy of El Monte, California; 
Sylvan J. Oppenheimer of Baltimore; and Alan 
Peschke of Stockdale, Texas. 

The complete answers: 

Ashley Laurence hasn’t made any more movies, 
but as ‘Laurence Ashley,’ she played Christopher 
Plummer’s daughter, Suzanne Addington, in each 
episode of the first season of Counterstrike (1990-91) 
on the USA Network. She and her character were 
written out of the second season. 

The complete list of H.P. Lovecraft movies: 

The Haunted Palace (1963), based on “The Case 
of Charles Dexter Ward,” starring Vincent Price and 
Lon Chaney. (The title is actually from Edgar Allan 
Poe, who was considered more commercial at the 
time. ) 

Die, Monster, Die! (1965), based on “The Colour 
Out of Space,” starring Boris Karloffand Nick Adams. 

The Shuttered Room (1967), based on “The Shut- 
tered Room,” a posthumous collaboration with Au- 
gust Derleth. (“Avoid this movie at all costs,” warns 
Alan Peschke. “It butchered the original story so 


badly that any true HPL fan will be tempted to 
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invoke the wrath of Azathoth to get revenge on 
anyone involved in it.”) 

The Crimson Cult (1970), loosely based on “The 
Dreams in the Witch House.” 

The Dunwich Horror (1970), based on “The 
Dunwich Horror,” starring Dean Stockwell, Sam 
Jaffe and Sandra Dee. 

Re-Animator (1985), based on “Herbert West— 
Re-Animator.” 

From Beyond (1986), based on “From Beyond.” 

The Curse (1987), based on “The Colour Out of 
Space,” starring John Schneider and Will Wheaton. 

Forever Evil (1987), which borrowed heavily 
from Lovecraft but was not based on a particular 
story. 

The Unnameable (1988), based on “The Un- 
nameable.” 

Bride of Re-Animator (1990), based on “Herbert 
West—Re-Animator.” 

Cast a Deadly Spell (1991), HBO made-for-cable 





Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and save $5 on an autographed copy of Joe Bob’s 
future bestseller, Iron Joe Bob. Only $14 (plus $2.40 S/H). Iron Joe 


Bob offer expires December 31, 1992. 
©) Yes, here’s $51.40 for a year’s subscription and Iron Joe 
Bob—$86.40 in foreign countries. 


Se. Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


S Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Check out Joe Bob’s Ironclad deal! - 


movie that borrowed Lovecraft’s name and charac- 
ters for a 1940’s-style detective story, and had Fred 
Ward playing a character named Lovecraft. 

Chthulu Mansion (1991), based on several sto- 
ries. 

The Resurrected (1991), based on “The Case of 
Charles Dexter Ward.” 

Two episodes of TV’s Night Gallery, “Cool Air” 
and “Pickman’s Model.” 

Forthcoming films that have been announced 
are Stuart Gordon’s The Shadow Over Innsmouth, 
based on the short story of the same name; Jean- 
Paul Ouellette’s The Unnameable Returns: The State- 
ment of Randolph Carter; Ouellette’s The Thing on 
the Doorstep, based on the story of the same name; 
Ouellette’s The Whisperer of Darkness, based on the 
story of the same name; Brian Yuzna’s Beyond Re- 
Animator; and Pulse Pounders, an anthology film, 
with one segment based on “The Evil Clergyman.” 
HBO plans a sequel to Cast a Deadly Spell. 
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Binders and Back Issues 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on 
them, butall are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 
on it. The back reads: 


“The drive-in will never die.” 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. 


Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! 
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Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
book. He'll write whatever you want. Really. 






RGUIDETO 
WESTER 
CIVILIZATION 


The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 
(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 


Name 


| Address 


| City 


~~) ees 





Charge Card # 
Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 








Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, news- 
letter, etc. Send SASE to 4520 Van Nuys 
Blvd. #538, Sherman Oaks, CA 91403. 


Video Trades 


Wanted—Old A.I.P. titles 54 through ’70. 
Send list to BAM, P.O. Box 11844, Ft. Worth, 
TX 76110. 

Collect and trade rare television, especially 
obscure sitcoms. Good or stupid. Also rare 
movies. John Leist,620 W University Pkwy, 
Baltimore, MD 21210. 





Wanted—The Sound of Horror (1964 Span- 
ish) and Frankenstein: The True Story (1973 
TV movie—James Mason). Let’s trade. Send 
for my list. Norm Hahn, 2110 Simon St., 
Philadelphia, PA 19124. 

Trading Monkey Shines for Near Dark or 
any Brinke Stevens video. VHS. Gabriel 
Diaz, 628 Santander #2, Coral Gables, FL 
33134. 

Seeking third and last “Trinity” movie, God 
Forgives, I Don’t. Also, Crimebusters with 
the same two actors. Have lots of weird and 
rare video for trades. Graham Niven, West 
Fifth Ave., Raeford, NC 28376. 


Fanzines 


Parts is the definitive Re-Animator/weird 
religion/humor fanzine. Our critics call us 
“gonzo,” “thought-provoking,” “amusing” 
and/or “stomach-turning!” Read and decide 
for yourself. $3 for sample ($5 overseas) to 


Parts, 451 Moody St. #134, Waltham MA 
02154 USA. 

Adult Comics—humor, fanzines, funny ani- 
mal, more! Dozens of titles! Free Catalog! 
Mailbox Books, Box 1278(x), Roslyn, PA 
19001. 

Pun Intended—For some people, punditry 
isa gift. To others it’s just a plague on words. 
Our quarterly zine may be jest what you 
need to word off those pesky punsters and 
their vowel play. $8/yr. 1124-A Clayton Lane, 
Austin, TX 78723. 


Video Sales 


Ranky the Nazi Clown! Finally on VHS! $19 
for two half-hour shows. Free catalog. Write 
MBI, P.O. Box 3759, St. Louis, MO 63122. 
Hong Kong movies! Bullet in the Head, 
Once a Thief, etc. Send SASE to: Pagoda 
Video, 2 Holworthy Ter., Cambridge MA 
02138. 


Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 
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